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to do: one was like Tainerton, another like Magdalen
Hall, a third resembled Wellcombe, a fourth Mor-
wenstow.
When Archdeacon, afterwards Bishop, Wilberforce
came into the neighbourhood to advocate the cause
of the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel, he
met Mr. Hawker.
'Look here,5 said Archdeacon Wilberforce, 'I have
to speak at the meeting at Stratton to-night, and I am
told that there is a certain Mr. Knight* who will be
on the platform, and is a wearyful speaker. I have
not much time to spare. Is it possible by a hint to
reduce him to reasonable limits?'
'Not in the least: he is impervious to hints.5
'Can he not be prevented from rising to address
the meeting?3
'That is impossible: he is irrepressible.'
' Then what is to be done ? *
'Leave him to me, and he will not trouble you.'
At the S.P.G. meeting a crowd had gathered to hear
the eloquent speaker. Mr. Tom Knight was on the
platform, waiting his opportunity to rise.
'Oh, Knight!3 said Mr. Hawker, in a whisper, ethe
archdeacon has left his watch behind, and mine is also
at home; will you lend yours for timing the speeches ?'
With some hesitation Mr. Knight pulled his gold
repeater, with bunch of seals attached, from his fob,
and gave it to the vicar of Morwenstow.
Presently Mr. Knight was on his legs to make a
speech. Now, the old gentleman was accustomed,
when addressing a public audience, to swing his
bunch of seals round and round in his left hand.
Directly he began his oration, his hand went instinc-
tively to his fob in quest of the bunch: it was not
there. He stammered, and felt again, floundered in
his speech, and, after a few feeble efforts to recover
himself, and find his bunch of seals, sat down, red
and melting and angry.

